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Nor do aspire to Gesar's bleeding fame,
Nor aught do care though some above me sit,
Nor hope nor wish another course to frame,
But that which once may win thy cruel heart:
Thou art my wit and thou my virtue art,

LXV

LOVE, by sure proof I may call thee unkind

That giv'st no better ear to my just cries,

Thou whom to me such my good turns should bind

As I may well recount but none can prize:

For when, nak'd Boy, thou couldst no harbour find

In this old world grown now so too too wise,

I lodg'd thee in my heart, and being blind

By nature born, I gave to thee mine eyes.

Mine eyes I my light, my heart, my life, alas!

If so great services may scorned be,

Yet let this thought thy tigerish courage pass,

That I perhaps am somewhat kin to thee,

Since in thine arms, if learn'd fame truth hath spread,

Thou bear'st the arrow, I the arrow-head.

LXVI

AND do I see some cause a hope to feed,

Or doth the tedious burden of long woe

In weakened minds quick apprehending breed

Of every image which may comfort show?

I cannot brag of word, much less of deed;

Fortune wheels still with me in one sort slow;

My wealth no more, and no whit less my need;

Desire still on stilts of Fear doth go.

And yet amid all fears a hope there is,

Stol'n to my heart since kst fair night, nay day,

Stella's eyes sent to me the beams of bliss,

Looking on me while I lookt other way :

But when mine eyes back to their heaven did move,

They fled with blush which guilty seem'd of love.

LXVH

HOPE, art thou true, or dost thou flatter me?
Doth Stella now begin with piteous eye
The ruins of her conquest to espy?
Will she take time before all wracked be?